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* — mild! D'rymple mild co your heart's. 
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An Eeellent New SON G. 


RTHOD.OX! Orthodox! who believe in 
John Knox, 
Let me ſound an alarm to your conſcience; 
There's a heretic blaſt, has been blawn i' the Weſt, 
That what is not Senſe muſt be Nonſenſe. | 


II. 
Doctor Mac! Doctor Mac! ye ſhou'd ſtretch on a 


ö rack, . 
To ſtrike evil-doers with terror; 
To join Faith and Senſe, upon any pretence, 
Was heretic damnable error. 


III. 


Town of Ayr! Town of Ayr! it was mad, I declare, 
To meddle in miſchief a brewing ; 

Your Rulers ſtill deaf to the Church's relief, 
And Orator Scribes are its ruin. 


IV. 


like a child, 
And your life like the new driv'n ſnaw, 
Yet that winna fave ye, Old Satan mult have ye, 
For preaching that Three's ane and twa. 


. 


Calvin's Sons! Calvin's Sons! ſcour your ſpiritual 
guns, 
Ammunition you never can need; 
Your hearts are the (tuff, will be powder enough, 
And your ſkulls are a ſtorehouſe of lead. 


VI. 


Rumble John! Rumble John! mount the ſteps with 


a groan; 
Cry the Book is with hereſy cramm'd; 

Then lug out your ladle, deal'brimſtone like aidle, 
And roar ev'ry note o' the damn'd. 


ww 


VII. - 


Simper James! Simper James! leave the fair Killie? 
dames, 


” 
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: 


TuNE. 


— 


There's a holier Chace in your view; 
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The Vicar and Moyes. J 


P'Il lay on your head, that the pack ye*ll ſoon lead, 
For puppies like you there's but few. 


VIII. 


Sing't Sawney! * t Sovvey! are ye herding — 

penny? N 
Unconſcious what dangers await; 

With a jump, yell, and howl, alarm ev'ry ſoul, 
For the Foul Thief is juſt at the gate. 


7 IX. 


Daddie Auld! Daddie Auld! there's a Tod in the 
fauld, 


A Tod miekle war' than the Clark; 1 
Ye ance ſwat for whilkie—ye' re now no ſac friſkiez = 
But tho? ye can't bite ye may bay. | 


X. 2 4 
Pauky Clark to George lend a e the Doctor a 
Cord-on, 
And to grape for witch marks—gi'e it ors » 


If ye paſs for a Saint, it's a ſign, we maun grant, 
That there's few gentlemen i' the cor”, . 


XI. 


” a f 


Jamie Gooſe! Jamie Gooſe! ye ha'e made a toom 
Rooſe, 
In hunting the wicked Lieutenant; 


But the Doctor's your mark for the Lord's by 
Ark, 


He has cooper d and cau'd a wrang pin in't. 


XII. 


3 n 
N "ot * 


Poet Willie! Poet Willie! gi'e the Doctor a Volley, 
Wi' your Liberty's Chain and your Wit; 

O'er Pegaſus fide, ye neꝰer laid a ſtride, | 
Ye but ſmell'd man, the place where he ſh-t. £1 


XIII. 


-<P | 


Barr Steenie ! Barr Steenie! what mean ye? what 
mean ye? 
If ye'll meddle nae mait wi? the matter, 
Ye may ha'e ſome pretence, to havins and ſenſe, 
Wi' people that ken you nae better. 
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